But tell me, where it princely Richmond now/ 
Chnft.htPtmbrooksyot at Hertford weft in Wales 
Bar, What men of name refort to him? 

,w Stt Writer Herbert, a renowned'fouldier 

Sir Gilbert Talbot , firWi/tiam Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir lames Blunt 
Rice ap Thomas, with a vahantcrew, 

VVith many moeof noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe 
if by the way they be not fought withall. 

vntom y Lord, commend me to him. 
Tell himjthcQueene hath hartily confented 
He mall cfpouie Elizabeth her daughter, 
i hefe Letter* will refolue him of my mind, 

Fareweli - Exeunt. 

no n ^ Hler Buckingham to Execution, 
uc. Will not King Richard let me fpeake with him J 
Kata No my Lord 3 thercfore be patient* 

U bdafings,9x^ Edwards chi Idren , Riuers, Gray, 

Holy King Henry , and thy faire fonne Edward. J 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted,fowle iniuftice. 

If that yourmoodiedilcontented foules, 

Do through the cloudes behold this prelent houre> 

Jbuen for reuenge, mocke my definition: 
ihisis All-foules day,fellowcs,isit not/ 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

fuc. Why then All-foulesday,is my bodiesDoomcfday: 
rius is the day, that in King Edwards time 
J widit might fall on me, when J was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein I wiflitto.fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted 1110ft; 

This 3 this All-foules day, to my fearefull foulc> 

Is the determined refpitofmy wronges: 

That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praicr on my head> 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doth he force thefword of wicked men 

" * T/\ 


of Richard the Third* 

To turne their points on their maifters bofome: 

Now c Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth (be. rtialliplk thy heart with forrow* 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetelle. 
rnme firsjconuey me to the blocke oi fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of olame. 

Enter Richmond with dm ms and trumpets. 

Rich. Fcllowes in annes, andmy moftlouing friends, 
Bruifd vnderncath theyoake of tyrannic, ^ • 

'f hus faire into the bowels ofthe land, . 

Haue we marcht on without impediment: 

And hecrc receiue we from our Father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched,bloodie,andvfurpingBoare, 

That fpoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trou § * 

In your imboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
ties now euen in the center of this Iflc, 

NeeretothetowneofX«ffi?^as welcarne: 

VromTamworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the haruelt of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of fharpe warre. 

1 Lor. Euery mans confcience is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 ior.Idbubtnotbuthisfriendswillfhetovs. 

3 Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare. 
Which in his greateft need will ihrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hopeds fwifc,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creaturesKings. 

Enter K. 'Rjcha.rd.Nor. Ratcliffie , Cate shy, with others. 
King. Heere pitch our tents, euen here in Bojreorth field. 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thoufo fad/ 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter thenmy lookes. 

King. Norfolke, come hither: 

Norfoike,\ve mu ft haue knock es,ha> muft we not? 

Nor. Wcmuft both giue and take.my gracious Lord. 
Kmg. Vp with my tent there, hecrc will 1 lye to night> 
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